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Per. Save you, fair lady! Is Sir Pol within?
Worn. I do not know, sir.
Per. Pray you, say unto him,
Here is a merchant upon earnest business Desires to speak with him.
Worn. I will see, sir.
Per, Pray you.
I see the family is all female here.
Worn. He says, sir, he has weighty affairs of state, That now require him whole; some other time You may possess him.
Per. Pray you say again.
If those require him whole, these will exact him3 Whereof I bring him tidings. What might be His grave affair of state now? how to make Bolognian sausages here in Venice, sparing One o5 the ingredients ?
Worn. Sir, he says he knows By your word tidings, that you are no statesman, And therefore wills you stay.
Per. Sweet, pray you return him,
I have not read so many proclamations, And studied them for words, as he has done -But - here he deigns to come.
Sir P. Sir, I must crave
Your courteous pardon. There hath chanced today, Unkind disaster 'twixt my lady and me; And I was penning my apology, To give her satisfaction, as you came now.
Per. Sir, I am grieved, I bring you worse disaster: The gentleman you met at the port today, That told you, he was newly arrived -
Sir P. Ay, was A fugitive punk?
Per. No, sir, a spy set on you; And he has made relation to the Senate, That you professed to him to have a plot